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To my mother Mae and my lady Dell 


-CHARLES MACCLENNAHAN- _ 


Lie moment she stepped on the bus Mark’s eyes were instantly 
upon her face. She appeared to be very young, but that did not keep 
him from being interested. As she sat across the aisle, she saw 
Mark’s eyes quickly turn away when she tried to sneak a glimpse of 
him. Now they both knew that he was staring. Mark knew that he 
had to say or do something to get her attention, because he could 
not see riding all the way to Georgia with a beautiful girl sitting 
across from him, and not saying a word. 


Knowing all along that he did not smoke cigarettes, he casually 
asked her for one. She gladly pulled out a Virginia Slim, some 
matches, and handed them to him. He took one drag and nearly 
strangled. His eyes lit up and his throat caught fire, but fortunately 
he was able to come through it all without coughing. He took a deep 
breath, handed the matches back, and was able to squeeze out a 
small thank you. 


She was laughing so hard inside that tears had begun to cloud 
her eyes. Nervously, Mark looked at her and said, “Tell me, where 
are you going?” 

She inched over to the edge of the seat so that she could hear 
what he was saying. After repeating himself, she said that she was 
on her way to Florida. Mark looked at her and said, “Mind if I 
come over and talk to you a while?” 


“Why not,” she replied as he quickly crushed the cigarette out 
and slid over beside her. 


‘““What’s your name,” Mark asked as he looked her face over 
in more detail? 


“Joy, what’s yours?” 
“T’m Mark. Where are you from?” 
“Does it really matter?” 
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“Not really,” said Mark looking up noticing her guitar hanging 
over the baggage rail. “I see you play guitar.” 


“Not too well,” she replied. 


“[m on my way to Montecello. It’s a small town. Have you 
ever heard of it?” 


“Mark,” she replied. “I mean really, do you have to ask so 
many questions?” 


There was silence for a brief moment, then Mark said, “Listen, 
okay, I’m sorry. I hope I didn’t make you feel bad.” 


“Not really, it’s just that I’m not in the mood to answer ques- 
tions. I hope you understand what I mean. Well let me put it to you 
this way. I left home in search of myself, and right now I’m in the 
process of just thinking things out. As you can probably tell, ’m 
not very old so I guess you would call it running away.” 


“T don’t know,” said Mark, looking at her with more concern. 


“T’m from a little town called Cherryhill, New Jersey,” said 
Joy. “I’ve lived there all my life, and I just can’t live the dull life 
that exists there any more. I feel the need to move; get out. I know 
that somewhere, something or someone waits for me; and it’s not in 
Cherryhill.” 


The conversation stopped for a while as the bus pulled into the 
Washington Bus Terminal. After a brief rest stop, they were on 
their way again. As they sat listening to the sounds of traffic, Mark 
turned his head toward Joy and said, “You know, you’re very in- 
teresting. I’d like to know a little more about you. See, I sometimes 
think of myself as a writer, and I’d like to know enough to at least 
scribble a few lines.” 


She smiled at him and he could see her braces sparkle in the 
distant light. ““There’s not that much. It’s like I said, I’m searching 
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for something that I know is not in Cherryhill. Yesterday I was sit- 
ting in a classroom and I felt that I didn’t belong. I wanted to be 
free from it all, and here I am. Tell me, do you want to get high?” 


’ 


“What do you mean,” said Mark raising an eyebrow. 


“You know what I mean.” 


“Well, I admit, it would make the ride more pleasant, but 
where?” 


She leaned close to his ear and said, “Listen, I have a couple 
of jays in my bag, you want’a do one?” 


“On the bus!” said Mark rather surprised. 


“Sure,” she exclaimed. “We can go into the john; nobody will 
notice.” 


“Are you crazy?” said Mark as he stared at her. 


He had only smoked marijuana once before, and in doing so 
he got the munchies, ate more than his fill, and ended up with a 
terrible stomachache. Even though he thought of that, plus the risk 
involved, he decided to go along with her. 


He got up first and she followed afterward. When they got to 
the john, Mark became so nervous that he had a hell of a time lock- 
ing the door. When he accomplished that, Joy pulled out a joint 
rolled in bambu paper with the American flag on it, and lit it. 
After passing it back and forth a few times, the john became filled 
with smoke. Joy cleverly reached for the vent near the window, and 
the smoke was sucked out. She asked Mark if he wanted to light 
the other one, but he decided not to. 


He reached three or four times for the latch to unlock the 
door. The smoke had cleared, so they found their way back to their 
seats. Joy nudged Mark with her elbow and said, “Would you like 
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to hear some music? I’m not very good, but I feel like playing.” 


“Sure,” said Mark as he sat concentrating on the ash tray in 
front of him. 


Joy got her guitar out of its case and asked Mark if he’d like 
to sit in the back where they wouldn’t disturb anyone. He nodded, 
and attempted to move toward the back of the bus. When he got 
into the aisle, he thought about the bag of cookies he had in his bag. 
He reached up to get the cookies and made his way back to where 
Joy was. He slumped himself down in the seat and munched on the 
cookies. 


As Joy began to play, her voice got softer and slower; softer 
and slower until there was nothing. They both drifted off to sleep. 


A while later, Mark, still slightly affected by the marijuana, 
opened his eyes and saw that Joy was still asleep. He could see her 
face clearly with the bright moonlight reflecting through the window. 
Her curly locks of red hair, plus the innocent look on her face re- 
flected her youth that much more. As he watched her in silence he 
thought about the fact that this was really her first big step into the 
real world. He hoped that she would be wise in choosing her direc- 
tion. 

It was about two o’clock now, and they were about an hour 
from Atlanta. Mark had to change there to get to Montecello. He 
nudged Joy and told her that he would soon be getting off. She 
began to stretch and yawn as she said, “Mark, tell me, do you think 
that I could find a place to stay in Montecello for a day or so. I 
have a ticket to Florida, but if possible, I’d like to get some rest 
before I take the rest of the trip.” 


“T don’t see why not,” said Mark. I have a small apartment 
there. It’s not much, but I’d like very much for you to stay.” 
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“Thanks,” she replied. 


The conversation tapered off as they fell asleep again. The 
sudden sound of the bus driver’s voice over the intercom made them 
realize that they were in Atlanta. Mark got his luggage together, Joy 
got her guitar, and they went into the station to find out when the 
bus to Montecello was due to leave. They found that they would 
have to wait in Atlanta a couple of hours for the next bus. After 
finding this out, plus giving the situation a little second thought, Joy 
decided to continue on to Florida. She said goodbye to Mark, 
picked up her guitar and made her way back to the bus. 


Mark, not really understanding all of her actions, lugged his 
bags over near a seat, and began to relax. As he sat there half asleep, 
he heard the announcer say that Joy’s bus would be leaving in five 
minutes. He was trying to figure out why this had happened to him. 
The more he thought about it the more concerned he became about 
her. But then he thought about his concern and realized that he 
shouldn’t worry, because she seemed to be a fairly smart girl. Be- 
sides, he would probably never see her again anyway. 


He had almost written her off as one of those unique exper- 
iences in his mind when he saw her running across the station to 
where he was. She was almost out of breath as she pulled out a pen 
and a short pad and said, “Could I have your address, please; 
hurry?” 

Mark took the pen and scribbled his address down. She kissed 
him on the cheek, took her pen and pad, and ran back to the bus. 
Mark, still a little confused about it all, slumped down in his seat and 
waited for his bus. 


The End 
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